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of the beautiful, the heavy grotesque, and the absurd.
That vast, dark, strawberry-coloured ruin, the Castle,
could not have been better devised. At one minute,
when the mists blow across it like smoke from a
cauldron and the wooded hills above are conjured into
remote mountains, it is at once elfish and grim, a Nibe-
lungen fastness, set to the thunder of Wagnerian trom-
bones. The next minute, however, when the mist has
vanished before the sun and there is a lovely blue
beyond the tender green of the firs above, the place
wears the look of an operetta back-cloth, is electoral,
eighteenth-century, charming and ridiculous, and could
be introduced with propriety into that piece by old
Johann Strauss we saw last night at the Stadt Theater.
The town is as perfectly German, as say, Wells or
Oxford is English.

When you remember the sentimentality of the Ger-
man, the further sentimentality of nearly all graduates,
and the loveliness of Heidelberg In spring, it must,
you will agree, be a terrific business for an old Heidel-
bergian to re-visit the place. This morning I saw an
old gentleman totter towards his waiting car, and he
was wearing one of those fantastic hats of the students'
unions. He must have been nearly bursting. What a
town to be goldenly young and foolish in! Even I,
who had never been in the town before, felt like an
old Heidelbergian. I could have gone about the en-
chanted steets crying over my lost youth. It is not
the situation of the place that works the magic,
though its situation is almost miraculous; it Is not the
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